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THE QUILT 


"Sae's purty bad, Sary. doctor says it's 


pneumony fever an! with ner a,e an! all she ain't Likely 


to pull tnrough. I reckon me an! you better jist stay 
vill it's all over. Wno'd ye leave with the chtldern?"™ 
=» Sara removed her hat and coat before she answered 


ner sister, "Bob's sister that lives down at Greenback 


come %o lock afver ‘em, The baby's kindér got a ccld 
an' I didn't much like to come off an! Leave ner, out 
when I joe yer word about Aunt Sary, I thought I better 


come, I reckon Join can take Keer of nisself, can he?" 


tyes, I could Jit off any time I wanted to if it 


wasn't fer tne chickens, He fergiis 'en." 
"Don't talk so loud, Jane. You! ll wake rer UPe 


Sara Jlanced at wne bed and whe Lictle ld woman who lay 


a 


im it, br atbaing neavily. 
"No, sne wou'tt wake up. She's like 


that ever sinee I come. I reckon she don't know they's “ 


anybody here buv er." 
"How'd ye know she wuz sick?" 


‘ 
Taompson that lives riznt over there sent her 
boy Jake after me, Sne said she seen they wuzn't no 


~ 
smoke in the chimley yesterday en' she come over to see 


if Aunt Sary wuz sick er anything. Wnen she found out 


i 
now bad sane wuz she sent fer me. She rubdved her chist 


witna turpentine an’ lard an' coal oil 'fore I sot here, 


7 


but it didn't do no ,eod. I sent fer the doctor soon as 
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I seen how bad she wuz." | | 

"Well, Jane, it's a mercy somethin' awful eintt 
nappened to ter, livin’ by aerself ner so 

"Well, I don't knows She's been rignt peart fer 
a ol' woman an! me an! you's the ondy kinfolks sue's 
“wot lert. Us beiu! re it ‘ud been kinder hard to 
reckon folks thaw ain't ,ot childern has 
a rigut hard sime." | 

"I know it, Jane, but it don't seem right nonow, If 
I nadn nad such a pack of childern I'd a asked ner to 
come tO our place %to live, put I reckon -Bob-wouldh*t a lixed 

"Now, Sary, ye needn't try to make out that I ought tc 
wook her because me an? Join ain't never had childern, You 
know we've nad a heap of sickness, first me ant then nim, an! 
we\ couldn't .a no more thah you could." 

nT ain't blamin't ye, Jane, It jist seems kinder bad 
since Kotor ‘went that sne ain't nad novody payin! her much 
mind, But nobody could nelp it, seems like," 

nT reckon’ sie must a saved up money from wien she worked 
at the Mountain View Howvel to keep her since sne ;,0% too old 
to work, anynowy I ain! tsnever neard sell. of her askin! fer 
money." . 

"T reckon SO, But, ye can see sae ain't: got. 
much left, ? landy I-wouldn's have what bed or that stove in 
my house, Aiu't a awful lookin! sight?" ‘ 

"Janey do ye reckon that bed lays sood? It looks to me 
like it kinder Gown in the Now we've one like 


that: ant if I had Ter out of there a minute I I could fix 
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so sne'd ] 


i 


apart in 


jit ‘er up." 


"Ve nee 
nofhin', I'v 
they don't ne 


Wiiere sne kee 


winde 


"That's 


der 


Waille.to git 
I We Cou 
"See 1% 

Phat) quilt 
that, srunk an 
+ook out, a qu 
specsion, | 


%~oo. An! 


ay eusler, 


ver .it up when 


NAintsS 


loo] 
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‘It's wnem slats, They're too fur 


midale,~ but I coula fix it if I could jist 


dn't fret about taat, Sary. She can't,feel 
fi 
3 
e seen tem with pneumony fever before an! 


they're like that. I wonder 
ps ner quilt? 


Is tnat a trunk back there un=—° 


waere s.1¢€ keeps ite Sane went plumb to Knox- 


ithe trups to keep the quilt in, she tol! me. 


ld see 4e asin, you, Jane?" 


! Ain't we the only kinfolks she's got? 


he as ohe of us. I'm coint 20 Onen 


look at 1% now." and Jane opened tne trunk, 


Ll: of jwor.,eous Colors and held it up for in- 


wlat a beauty now? Ever piece of it silk 


k them fine ssitches in ‘she qQuilzsin'! 


anuotuer 
must a cook 
never chink a 
now would ye? 

"Oa, sh 


ler, 


asked ‘em 


tine hotel 
Lis' Taornley 
Ter an! 
might! n 


L rec 


i 


~ 


'n in she whole counsy ag sood. Lest; it 


Yet 


r about ‘five year doin! Whole 


body could elt vnat+mucn silk a guilt, 


~ 


saved 'em up from scraps that peoplé give 


Ever vine sne heared of anybody uavin' any silk she 


a piece. aAn' some of the women that come to 


e her a neap of of! dresses an! suings. While 


wuz runiin!' she hotel wuz awful ;,00d to 


Kon sae ‘er a smar: of it. That's 
4 
Lich tne purvtiest tuning I ever seen." Sara 
walked. 


,enutly as sae 
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quilt. 


right now, B 
‘nan yourn, " 

"Jane, 
goin't to have 


} 
room. They’s 


"Now, Sary, dort on yer nigh aorse, 


you come here 


"Now, me an! you migat as well nave wais out 


ein' as I'm the oldest I claim 1%'s more mine 
ks scan'talous, Us talkin! about who's 
aunit Sary's things an! her layin! in tHe 
jedyments sent on folks fer such goin's on." \ 
I kiow what 


fer an’ ye might jist as well out with it. 


Taey faints aiwoman ‘round here but wnat's hankerin! fer tais 


to Kis! Tuomp 


Wnat I wuz scared of wuz that she'd done promised it 


SON. She's been awful tnick with her, But . 


reckon liis'! Tuomvson wouldn's have no way of provin! it if she 


has sive it to ‘'er," 


"But, if sne's done sive it to ‘er 'fore you 


got here? THas 'ud be wae same sailing as ,,ivin! it, to Ter on 


Ter centvn: ved 


if we went a.jin 


time ol! Migs! 


arcer she wuz 


ant wney'd De a jed.inent sent on us shore 
D'ye mind Movner tellin' us about tre 
Carpenter's cnaildern went aer an! two weeks 


buried whe aousé wuz struck dy Lightnin'?" 


"Oh, Sary, I don't belieW she ive it to 'er, When 


i.is' Thompso:. 


wuz nere I aon'st believe Aunt Sary wuz sainkin' 


| 
way to Look as wart red. Ain's siat oursy?" 


-about so soon. I mean to ave tis if wney's any 


” 


Sara traced a piece of red silk with her finger as she 


answered, "I allas tu0u,% iaine on account of me 


bein! named fer Aunc Sary, Kinder see 


mine. 


But Jane surned ou ner con 


"How atyou reckon quilt *ud last with pack of 


p Like it ougat to .be 


as answered, 
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youn'wis of vourn?~ Way, i: 'uad be tore up in a week. 
an' where'd re pus 1: 1f ye uad ic? Wouldn't it-be. a 


pursy lookin' on shat bed in your front room?" But 


ane stopped here because Sara nad be;,un to cry softly. 
"T aii't never had uvtnin' purty in my life," she 
Sso.id wiping her exes, "Jist cables an! nard work. I 


iever will aave no shin! ‘purzy ir I Gon't elt tals quilt." 
Her voice rose aystericallys. "It ain't right, I tell you, 
Lt ain't rivat. ‘You. sit ever’ thine. You've a Tine» 
aouse an! notnin' muca to co. I tell ye 
af ye quils ye'll answer fer it. Tne good Lord 
in Heaven-- 
> 

"Sh, Sary, sae coved. Lissen Jane went to 
tue bed wiiere che Llistle old Sae seemea to be 
tO talk. is 1: ye Waht, Aunt Sary?" asked 
Jane in a Loud voice as 1f aer loud voice wigat aelp whe 
poor weak voice. and Jane end Sara’ bent over the bed as 
“eney cried Yo uear waat the old woman was saying. 
7 "Tae quilt," she wnispered, "pus it over me -- wien 
ye bury me." and tae Little old woman lay quiet on the 


bed. 


Helen Gamble Dunning 
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Oscar Bradley wuz a-layin' on ais bunk a-readin!? a 


Old newspaper aul an' @ynankin' o! whe 


mouns; ins a! aewhsain! I wuz ous o! jail an' hed my hands 
— on sc... low-down Ollie Owens, Ollie Owens turned me Ups lie 
an! Oscar Aener'ly sevs around like tunis when we come in from 
Ie nines, I set around an! do nutuin! an! Oscar reads, 
He'll read a spell an! wen say sometoin', Then I start ae 
talkin! ant purt' near put Osear sound asleep before I stop, 
Well, that's how hit wuz shat night, Oscar wuz a-réadin! an! 
wuz a-settin't, | 
t | | "Bailey," said Oscar to me, "did you see here in the 
paper whur a ol! widder woman sold a dime’ fer twinty-five hun- 
"Is they a pitcher o! hit?" I axed, 
"No, they nd@in't,™” Oscar, ¥ 
Wiell, then, I didn't see hit; av least 1f I did I didn't 


“know “i. You or,shter know by now what I cain't read a word," 


"O, I fergit tnat you ain't got no learnin't, Why didn't. 
you learn to read?" 
"I didn't aave no. time ner no money," I said. 
ei | "Well, that's a good excuse, But about this here dime, 
The woman ,ot 1% in caange sold 1% to a man ‘in Missouri fer 
swinty-five hunderd dollars, Now wudn't she lucky? Ain't it 
funny you're allus a-hesrin! about somebody you never seen ner 


heerd tell uv before a~findin! some ol! money with a premium on 


hick" \ 


ol 
| 
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"Yes, nit is," I said. "But speakin! o! money ant 
of findin' ol' money makes me snank o!' whe ol! Jess 


‘Mullins died, You never Jesse, fer you ain't 


never been to Citico, an! el Jess's been dead nigh on to 


- — 


Oscar folded his newspaper up an! sot Out his pipe 
ant put ais bare fiéet up on whe bars. That's the way he 
does when he figgers I'ta a-join' to busi loose an! vell a 
wnopper. He jist lays ant smokes <n' cools nis toes on 
vhem cold bars an! don't in while I'm 
a-talkin'., When I seen Oscar wuz all set, I begun! 
Jesse Mullins wuz a old solaiex. He drawed a pen=. 
sion -- avout ~elgnteen’ er owint dollars a month. 
lived up on wae Ball Pl: ay Road acout a mile an’ a half eee 
wo milss from Civico, Ae lived in a old cabin 
meen a-fallin' aown ever since I can remember, Folks said 
vhat the reason way ait nadn't nevei’ Tell wuz dDecause ait 


couldn't\make up ait's mind which way nit wanted to sO. 


Jesse's ol' woman, Hester, lived with him Tsil ne died. 


Their two younj,'ns, Brad an* May Bell, lert some as soon 


as ohey could ,is away take keer o! saeirselves, Tney 
done well, young'ns dia, considerin! how 
lin’ Jess wuz, Brad went down in whe flatwoods an! got a 
jab on the public works, lay Bell married a man on! moved 
over on Novwchy Oreck. Tem left nome cecause 
their paw wuz so 

It whey ever wuz a tight un, nit wuz Jesse Mullins. 


His childern went hungry ragced, His ol! woman had to An, 


steal aigs Brom him vo wiv ner snuff with, Jess wuz so 
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Stingy ne wouldn't even fecd nis douse. He said they 
could ketch a- rabbit e® somecain! er do without. Them dogs 
pear't as pore as Jess's young 'ns, Pore little 
ol* Brad wuz a pitiful, signt to see. His yaller hair wuz 
allus one an! frazzly. His face wuz peaked an! his nose. 
wuz as sharp us a peg an! his eyes wuz big an! bugised out. 
May Bell wuz jist as bad off. aAn' pore ol! Hester aadn t+ 
never had enou;5n snuff since she married Jess, 

You won't believe some o! snese here thangs I'll teil 
Jesse Mullins a-bein' so stingy, but I'd swear to ‘em 
bein! the .ospel as as I'm born. 

I know fer a fack suat shis nere is so, fer Hesser told 
mé about nit ierselz after her ol' man died, She -said that - 
wnen Brad an! Miny Bell wuz lictle scutters their paw’ 'ud 
'em a nickel aniece 20 »oO vo bed witnouttheir supper. This 
he'd save ais vittles, The youn;'ns take the money 
an! so to bed, fer the supper never amounted to much nohow, 


litele, Yess tud axe ‘em wpur their meney wuz, O! course they 


When sney'd ~it up in she mornin! an' had ssirred around a 
\ 


couldn't find it, fer Jess nad is. Tuen ae'd 'em a cood 
rakin' fer losin! ‘sneir money, ‘ud shreasen not to give 
Tem no lores raen in a nignt er so he'd wive tnem pore 
youngy'ns taem same nickels to to ded without their supper 
agin, an! he'd steal the money back ain jist like ne'd done 
before. He done suis trick time an! azin' when tnem little 
sCcucters wuz lisvle %o know twney wuz a-bein' fooled. A 
‘feller couldn! blame ‘em fer ,ittin' away as soon as they 
could, 


Somewniin' else I know to be so, Jesse kep! his sugar an! 


‘Coffee locked ina box, an! he carried the keys so Hester 
couldn't make no coffee ner no pie ner nothin! like that 
Wiiile ne wuz When she went Tix coffee ae nad 
hunt up Jesse, an! ne'd open tne box if ne wanted to an! 
give ner jist whas she {a an' no more, Hit wuz tne 


same with sugar. He wuz afeard tne ol! woman 'udbe 


wasteful, | 

an' tne taany wuz shat Jesse Gida!st haf.to be so 
stingy an! skimpin', He wuz a-,itvin' a purty pen- 
sion, bus whur aiv wuz a-,oin!', nobody knowed. He. never 


spent no more'n he nad to, waich wuz migaty little. 


I never Will ferjzit the time wnen Hesver's orother 

Jason come over rrom Slick Rock «Oo see ner, Jesse wuz at 
home that day an! him an! Jason set out in she sun an! 
smoked Jason's cobacker, His wuz late fall, . bus hit 

wudn't cold ous in she sun. Up in vne mornin! Hester 
szuck her head out o! the shack, an! hollered, "Paw, let's 
eat a snack," 

| Well, Jess never said as much as "nowdy-do" er "if 
you please" to Jason. He jist 0% up an' went in the 
shack, In a .minnis he svuck nis head out an! aollered at 
Jason, who wuz still a-sevvin! in she sun’ 

"It you hongry, Jason, they's some Walnuocs an! 
nickry nuts that the ol' woman picked up in a basket under 
the house, If you like 'sinmmons “iney's a tree plumb full | 
down by she sprang, an't they're jist a-ittin!’ an! 
ripe." | 


Hit ain't. no use to say that Jason never siayed for 


Supper. He hit it back fersQlick Rock an! never come back 
3 
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— 
to Gitico. Jess wuz dead, Jason told me tais hisself. 
Well, ‘she O1' Scratch fin'ly did come fer Jesse, an! 
he wuck him quick, What thr devil 'ud want with sich a crit— 
ter as Jess more 'n I can Bay. But Jesse died’, 
ant dled a hard WAY. They wuz & ol! log crib that -steed. out 
by his house that had been taar ever since Marcus Atcnerly 
-nad had a wrist mill ar. The ol! crib wuz rotten an! 
about to fall. Hester'd tried to Zit Jess io sear nit down, 
but ne wouldn't. He wuz 200 triflin'.! One aay he crawled 
"Sp in under thas thar crib a-lookin! fer aisse He wul 
feard his woman ‘ud find tem an! tell him nuthin! about tem. 
That's the only way sae could jit a little change to buy 
snuff wivh, While Jess wuz a~crawlin' around under thar he 
kicked one 0! the roundations loose, an! wnat wuz all hit 
Knwc.: crib aow:. top of sim, wuz pair 
of mill rocks tnit nad been left 1n she crip when the mill | 
wuz tore down. Why taey'd pus mill rocks in vhe crib is 
more'n I can say, but that's jist like some people. Hit 
wouldn't a-nurs the rocks to a-laid out in che weather, Waen 
the crib fell one o! she sills fell acrost Jess's back an! 
shem mill rocks wuz right on ~op. Jess's back broke like a- 
preakin' a stick, He wuz all mashed up inside woo, an! wuz | 


agspivtin' blood. | 
I net pt to ~it Jess out from in under the crib, I hap- 
pened 10 be a~-comin! along wne, road an! neater run out ant 
told me her o1' man wuz dead. But he wudn't dead. The Good 
Old Man thought too much o! Brad Pe Bell then to & ol! 
Jess go without a-payin! fer a~svarvin! wheel chey wuz 


little. Jess suffered awful, but nuthin* could be done. Tue 


Pa. 


a 
. 
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clostest coctor wuz in Vonore, twinty miles awey, an! I 


could see that Jess wouldn't last long... Ee laid thar an! . 


hollereé en' blubbered, his face as white as a sheet an! 
blood a-oozin' out o' his mouth an! nose an' a-dribdblin' 
down his aickers: All the time he kev! one hand on the 
pocket o! nis shirt. | We tried to move hit an' see what 
wuz in the pocket, but he wouldn't let us. He'd holler 
an' hol@ nis shirt that much tighter. Hester said she. 
guessed ne had baa in the pocket the way he wuz a- 
holdin'hit., He wuz bound to have money somers. 

"Ain't you got no idee whur he keeps his money?" I 

"No," said Hester, "ne wouldn't never tell. But 
he! zot money, an' I bet you hit! s aia that shirt vocket. 
He keeps the pocket pinned up all the time." . 

I told Hester I'd stay 'til Jess ated, so I set by 
him ‘til the death rattles come an! he got out of his, 
misery. When he died we had to prize his hand off'n ve a 
shirt pocket. When we opened the pocket we found a to- 
backer poke in hit. They wuz somethin' in the poke. ff 
felt o' nit. Hit wuz money. 

Hester watched while I opened the poke an" poured 


the money out on the table. < 

"Hit's gold !squavled Hester when she seen that 
money a—pourin' outs 

But hit wate Hit wuz pennies an' two-cint 
pieces. They wuz eicht.-- no, jist seven —- o! them thar 


| | 
ol' fashioned pennies that's the size o' a haf~a-dollar, 


They wuz eight two-cint pieces an’ two little pennies.. 
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Theat wuz all they wuz. That wuz all o!' Jéss's money that 
Mester ‘ever found -——- twinty-five cints. What Jess done j 
with the rest o' his money nobody never knowed ner never | 


will. 

Then Oscar spoke up. “I seefwhat you mean, Bailey," <e 
he says, "the money had a premium on hit ant Hester got a 
fortune twinty-five cints. That the way I thought hit 
'ud be. The ol' woman never had no luck 'til her o1' man 
died," 

"No, Oscar, that wudn't the way hit wuz," I said. 
"Hester sint that money to a’man in New York City an! he 


said forty-five cints wuz as much as he could offer, An! 


hit cost Hester six cints to send the money to him fer ‘im 
to look at. ‘That's the way hit wuz, ‘That's the kind o! 


luck Jess Mullins' widder had —- the kind she'd allus had." 


Edwin J, Best 
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J | SILVER BULLET 


Lee Ann Robing@f laid tae ty pone she had 
just taken from the oven on a chipped plate, and set it 
before John's piace, It was brown and steaming, just the 

ng Gai way.John liked it. She could tell by the sun's rays 
re through her window that it was time for John to come in 

4from tie fields, ae hungry man anxious for his victuals. 

- She dished wp the greens from the iron pot on tHe coals, 
and laid the savory smelling slab of seasoning meat atop 
them. ‘From long habit, she knew that now she must go to 

, the spring house ené fetch back the buttermilk crock. 
John had a creat taste for buttermilx with his corn bread, 

When Lee Ann had finished the preparations for Jonn's din- 
ner, she glanced across the field to see if he were in 
sight. Usually he wes there before she finished dishing 
up. “She éidn'! what keeping hime It wasn't like 
him to be late for his cinnep. Lee Ann pleced_thescorn 
bread in tne warming oven, Vand set the crock of buttermilk 
in the waterbuczxet. John didn't have any use fo¥ cold 
dread or werm milk. Shoving a wisp of mousy hair from her 
forehead, Lee _— John would come on. "I wisht . 
he'd hurry," sne muttered cloud. "I want t' do up these 
dishes, an’ ¢o lay down a “while. I kin feel one un them 
neadeches on, an'.nothin' '11 ease ‘em 'ceptin! 

I sleep 'em off," | 


Wnen the sun! rays nad moved past, the knot hole on” 


the pine table, Lee Ann dumped the greens back into the 
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| | 89 
pot to warm for supper. It wae certain John wasn! t coming ~ 
to his dinner. She didn't know what to make of it, but she 

knew her head wes getting worse, and she was obliged to go 

“to bec. "These headaches is gittin! so they come on me 
more!n more," she said to herself, wringing out a cloth in 
cold water to spread over her brow. "Come tomorry, effen 1 
kin Graz, I'm a-goin' straight as m! lecs'11 carry me t! ole 
Aunt Melissy Word's, an' git her t' fix me up some yarbs t! 
kyore a bad head." Between the throbs of her head, she ‘turned 
her thoughts again to John. Way hadn't he come home for nis 
dinner? But the pain in her head soon drove every thought 


away, except of relief, and Aunt Melissy. 


be Stacy Yother was standing in her doorway when Lee Ann 
passed on her way to Aunt Melissy's. Stacy was a heavy-set 
woman with a wide mouth and sparkling black eyes which, it 
was goesinped, many men had found alluring. | 

"Hi do, Lee Ann," Stacy called, coming out into the path. 
"Whur ye a-goin' s' fast?" - 

m6) do, Stacy," Lee Ann stopped anc leaned against the 
fence. "I'm a-goin' over t' see Aint Melissy.. I hain't seed 
her sence the buryin! over t* Mossy Creek. an' I thought may— 
be she could gi' me su'thin' fer m' head. I bin e-havin'. 
miser'ble headaches lately." 

Stacy strolled down the path toward the fence. She hadja 
queer, half-smiling look on her face. Loudon could see she 
was wearing a new red ribbon in her touseled black hair. 

"Law, Lee Ann," Stacy laughed, "Aint Melissy cain't kyore 


yer head. Her ole yards hain't wu'th nothin', All you'uns 


~ 


” 


: 
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make me plum sick a-runnin' t' Aint Melissy ever’ time ye 
hev a pain. I got su! thin! in yere I bet'1l1 fix yore 
head in no time. Wait a spell. I'11 go fetch it." 

Lee Ann started to protest, but Stacy was gone, When 
she returned, she carried something tied up in a small 
ipiece of grayish white cloth. 

"Here," she said, pushing the small bundle into Lee 


Ann's hend, "mix these powders in yer cawfee, er whatever 


ye Grink, an! they'11 kyore ye. Don't pay no 'tenshun t! 


thet ole “elissy. Do like I-tells ye." 
Lee Ann dropnved the bundle into her pocket. —— 
"Thank' ee, Stecy," she said, "anyways, I — 
go over an’ see Aint Nel. ssy sence I'm over this a-way. 
Might as well. Thank! eg Stecy." te - 
| "Well, don't mention-it. Don't put no heed t! what ~ 
Melicey says, though, Lee Ann. Hits the honest-—to 
God truth she's nothin' but a ole fool," Stacy laughed, 
showing stained and crooked teeth, She waved to Lee Ann, 
who was walking on and looking back over her shoulder. 


"Jess a ole fool "Stacy Called again. "Remember 


-‘me t' John, Lee Ann!" Lee Ann didn't answer, but she 
_wohdered if Stacy's high-pitched laughter carried a mock- 


ing note. When she came to the bend, she looked back and 
saw Stecy leaning on the gatepost, watching her. Lee Ann 
shivered, and tnought she could feel the first faint 
twinges of an approaching heacache. She quickened her 
pace, She wanted to get to Aunt Melissy's before her head 


got so bed she couldn't welk,. 


Aunt Melissy wes sitting on the porch of her 


d 
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ramsnackle cebin when Lee Ann opened her gate. 

"Hi do, cal,” aunt Melissy called as Lee Ann came up 
the pathway. "What in the worl' is the matter with “ 

Yer face is as white as a bed sheet. 

"Tt got a miser' ble sick ieaitache, Aint Melissy," Lee 
in moanea, "I bin havin' ‘em fer a long time." She took 
out the peket Stacy had given her, "Effen ye'll git me ea 
drink, Aint Melissy, I' 4 be obliged, I kin putt these 'ere 
béwdere Stacy git me in it, and when I drink hit, nithl 
kyore me, she sez," | 

Aunt Melissy snatched the pecket from Lee Ann. 

"Stacy give it to ye, huh?" She untied the. knot and 
holding the cloth and its conterite. to her nose, onifted cau- 
tiously. "Lord help ye, wanes effen ye'd tuck this ‘ere | 
be wuss off then Thet Stacy is apno-good! un. 
Kere, swaller this 'ere pill. Hit'1ll xyore thet headacne 
effen hit can be mt Hit hain't no pi'sen, like this 
stuff." 

-Lee Ann held the pill suspended on its way to her 
mouth. "Pi'sen?" she gasped, her eyes widening in horrory 

shore is, honey. Pil gen, ‘Corse, I don't reckon 
hit ‘ud kill ye right off, out hit tud make ye powerful 
sick. 4 

"Wheat did Stacy gi me pi' sen Lee asked, 

"Now, you lissen t! me, Lee ann," Aunt Melissy began, 
"Stacy Yother ab after yore man. Hit's the truth, honey. 
Sister Becky was over here 't other dey a-tellin' me about 
seein! John a-goin' in there abtakin' Stacy a ten cent drum 


uv Bruton's Snuff, an' a few apples in a poke. 'I seed him, 


™ 


ty 


“Melissy,' she sed, 'with my own twa eyes, a-sneakin' in 
Stacy Yother's back door. An! what's more,' she. sed, 
‘'Melissy, I seed him go in there more'n once.' Now, 
honey, what do ye do with yer hair thet comes out in the 
comb? " | 

Lee Ann jas Saeeed: "Why, generally, I burns it," 
she said, "but sometimes, I sweeps it out." | 

7 "Lee Ann Robinson, ye're a crazy gal. Them head 

aches may be caused by a bird a-carryin' yer hair, but 
'tis mere likely Stacy has got a-holt of some of hit, 
an' kotched a live rabbit, an! putt yore hair under hit's 
skin, an! turned hit a-loose. An' tell that rabbit's~ — 
kilt, you won't have no rest. Now, Lee Ann, frum now on, 
you do your hair up in a ball an' putt it in a stump, er 
someplace whur nothin’ can git hit. An! you be keerful, 
‘cause Stacy's maw has teached Stacy the sam trails she 
knowed." Aunt Melissy eyed Lee Ann sternly, nodding her 
grizzled old head wisely. "She! Waached her t' be a | 
| 

Lee Ann smiled, "They hain't no witches, Aint Me— 
ilissy. They are jest a make up, like Santy Claus." 

"Ye'll think they're jest a make up, before Stacy 
Yother is through with ye, Why, oncet, I rememver my sec 
ond cousin, Lace, and Joe Scmelcher was a-goin' to Ole 
Piney fer meetin', an! they had 'em a pine torch. When 
they got about haf-way yher, the Ole Devil hisself set on 
'em, an' blowed out the pine torch, an! beat ‘em terrible, — 
Joe, he called on the Almighty, an' he was let alone, »dut, 
Lace, she didn't, An! she was so sore she couldn't hardly 
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walxz, ‘But then she Decame witch. After that night. One 
day, I was é-crossin' Rep Fage's new cround, an' I saw Lace 
out in the field past, a-callin' up rabbits, an!’ they was 
all. e~dancin' around her, I separated my right hand frum 
my left, an! give up all between 'em t' the Almichty. You 
do thet when ye see a witch, honey, er su'thin' bad'1l hap- 
pen." 


Aint Melissy, how. kin I keep Stecy frum gettin! 


John?" Lee Ann asked, 


Aunt Kelisse got up and went into the cabin, .When she 


returnec, she held a small package. 


"Here, honey, make a strong tea of sassafras roots, 


and putt some of these yere white powders in it. Give hit 


t' John before he leaves, an! it'll keep him a~thinkin! of 
you all day." | 
| "Kin ye kill a witch, Aint Melissy?" Lee Ann smiled, 
taking the packase. | 
"They hain't but one way," replied Aunt Melissa seri- 


ously. "Take ant draw her pitcher on a board, an' shoot 


throuzh hit with a silver bullet. That'll «ill a witch. 


Ye needn't be a-grinnin', missy. You'll see, a-fore Stacy 


is done with yA" 


Lee Ann knew John was getting farther awey from her. 
He had chansed amazincly in the past few The regu- 
larly prayere’ tea seemed to have frilec, Bits of gossip 
concerning Stacy and John came often to Lee Ann's ears, and 
her headaches were almost continual. She neglected her 


nousenold duties so much that John grumbled about the dirt 
‘ 
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and badly prepared hidlhs. Sometimes he would shove his 
plate from him end slem out of the house, Rugueing to 
eat. Lee Ann knew he had gone to Stacy, who knew how to 
feei a man, Sometimes, Lee Ann worried, but more often 
her mead bothered her so much she Was too tired to éade, 
Again and again Aunt. Kelissy's words came back to her, 
"Yetll see, afore that Stacy a6 done with ye." She 
tried to put them aside with laughter, for Lee Ann had 
come from a-community which held no belief in witches © 


or their doings; still, as John crifted fartner away, 


q 


and her head steadily grew worse, she felt her beliefs 


shaken. Aunt Melissy was °n old woman, ané a wise cne; 


perhans she was rights. It had been common talk that 


Stacy's ma had deena witch, and it stood to reason she 
could have taught Stacy her craft. Lee Ann's thoughts 
were vecoming blurred one afternoon as she weeded her 
garden patch in an effort to steve off her headache, ‘She 
stooped t6 pull a Jimpson weed, and as she piedped there 
was a faint cracking sound as if a little bone-in her 
neck had slipped into place, and suddenly she felt the - 
pain leave her, Her head felt clear and untroubled, She 
stood up end flung her arms wide, sheking her head vio~ 
lently. When she stained, there was no throb, no dizzi- 
ness, ho rush of blood. She was cured ! She laughed, | 
She felt almost haopy again. A song-came to her lips, 
and she sang. It was a sad old song she had heard her 


mother sing, but it rose and fell gaily as Lee Ann 


we 
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worxed, 


| a-lit-tul rosewood casket, settin' on 


uh martul stand-- 
They's a package of love let-ters, written by 
my true love's hand," 
"Hi do, tnér, Lee Ann," a voice broke into her song. 
| ~ "Ye eck mighty sory t'day." 
Vv Huse Weyburn was standing at the fence, a gun resting 
on his shoulder, | 
"Law, Huse," Lee Ann laughed, "I feel right coltisn, 
en! frisky. What ye doint totin' a gun, 
thar?" 
pin atshootin" some varmints thet's bin a-chawin! 
‘up my cebbige. Here's one of 'em," He swung a larse grey 
cata from his back by a piece of wrendats twine. "I kilt him 


an, 


about ten “eh ago over thar in my new gxeund. He's a 
big 'un," : 
Ten minutes ago ¢ Lee Ann put her hand to her head. 
Almost ten minutes ago she had felt the pain leave her, 
For just a minute then she had thought it mifat have been 
the little cracking sound in her neck that Had caused her 
relief. But coulc not Aunt Melissy have been right, after 
@11?. It was to believe, but she heard 


Lissy's words —- "You won't hev no rest tell thet rabbit is 


iilt." A dead rabbit, ané the disappearance of the pain. 
Aunt Melissy must have been right. Of course, it was the 
rebbit. 


"Wait a svell, Huse," she cried, running toward the ‘ 


woodsned, Returning, she carried a pine shingle and a lump 


' of charred wood she-had picked up from under her wash kettle. 
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"I want t' see ye shoot, Huse," she said. "I heerd John 

a-tellin! about ye bein'*the best shot ‘in these parts. 
"Here," she handed him the shinsle on whicn sne had rucely 
sketched the figure of a woman, "le's see if ye kin hit 

this 'ere woman. I'll set her upon this stump. Try an! 


shootthrough the left laig." 


| "Try.an' shoot her?" Huse laughed. "Effen ye 


think’ I cain't, yer wreng. I could shoot 'er through ‘er / 
littlest. finger effen ye'd drawea 'er one." 
4 | reckon, " Lee Ann mocked good-naturedly. 
| ve ERY then ye kin brag." 
Huse raieed his gun to his shoulder, and taking 
a careful aim, pulled the trig: er. Lee Ate ran to pick up 
the slab. -\A clean hdéle was bored thvough the left leg. 

"My lord, Huse, ye went an' done it. .T! wa feir 
th ye, I never thought ye could." 

"Hayde ye won't be a-doubtin' s' much hereafter- 


werds Mf 


"Ye hain't a-goin', Huse? Wnhy'nt ye stey fer a 


Ruse laughed, shouldering “is gun and the raboit. 


snack 
"Don't guess I can, t'day, Lee Ann, though I'm much 
oblized. You'uns come when ye can." | | 
“Well, an! you'uns. Don't wait, fer us." 

Huse nodded and tramped off down the ro-d. Lee Ann 
vickea un the pine slab, and carrying 4t into the house, 
shoved it quickly into a crack by the fireplace. 

ere 
| 
John was glad.a change had come over Lee Ann, He 


< 


liked the shining house and the savory cooking which 
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always greeted his return. The corn pone was done to just 
the turn he liked, and the buttermilk was cool and tangy to 
the tongue. Lee Ann was no longer moping and dull; she 
laugned often and her grey eyes sparkled with health eng. 
joy. She was the same Lee Ann he had courted, 

| "Law, Lee Ann," he said, breaking off a corner of 
the bread and spreading it lavishly with sweet golden but- 
ter, “yer vittles gits tastier ever' day, Suits me right 
down t' the ground," J 

Lee Ann smiled. "Th! bread is sorta sad, t'day," she 
said, «as sne went to the door to answer: the knock she heard. 
Mag Nisper Sod there in the dusk. | 

"Law, Lee Ann, I didn't mean t' pull ye away frum yer 
supper teble,. but I wuz a-passin', an' I thought I'd stop. 
an! yer Risin' Sun quilt pattern." 

; "Why, come in, Maz. Yer plum welcome t' hit. Wonkt 
ye hev a bite t' eat while I find it?" 

"Law, honey," Mag protested, "them stick beans sure 
do smell good, but I et over t' Stacy's house. I bin over 
there t' see her. Ye knowed she was a-goin' fast, didn't 


Lee 


n was rummaging in a drawer. "No," she said, 
"I hain't heerd a word, What's a ailin' her?" 

"Nobody knows. She! s jess witherin! away like. 
‘Bout three weeks ago she was tuck with a cramp in her left 
laig, an’ sence then she! 5 got worse 'n worse. Ye ought t! 
go see her, Lee Ann. She's shore not long for here, " 


ee Ann looked at = pouring a of 
milk, 


} 
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"Here, Mag, hev some said. "Lee 
Ann is the best churner in these parts. an' try one un 
them fried anple pies, why don! t ye?" 

"Well, I've et, but I don't mind effen I do hev a 
seid Mag, nulling up a chair. 

Lee Ann felt a sense of horror creep over her, She 
stopped eating for the nattern, pnd hands went to- 
ward the crack by the fireplace, leaee she. could feel the 
eee edges of the pine slab she had put here —- and 
forgotten. Stacy Yother was dying. A pain in her left 
leg. Lee Ann swayed dizzily. She -—-— Lee Ann’ Robinson -—- 
was the ceuse of Stacy Yother's death. She was her mur 
derer. The (pou of killing or being the cause of kill— 

ing another human being overwhelmed her. Jonn's ana 


Maz's voices came to her suddenly, and she drove herself 


to the search for the quilt pattern, tevin to put from 
her the thought of Stacy Yother dying with a pain in her 5 
left leg. Somehow, she got the pattern, joked with Mag 
and John, and sustained an unrufflea front that evening, 

‘But the following éays she was not so fortunate. John 
began to notice a change in her. She did not mope and 


_ complain of pain as before, and her meals were always on 


time and always good. Still, she was changed. She 
seemed restless, always doing something, always on the 

go. She cleaned the house thoroughtly every/ day, weeded 
the garden.even when there were no weeds, and tossed 
restlessly all night. ‘There wes no laughter, no restful — 


periods of quiet. John didn't like it. Lee Ann could see 


89 
him wetching her curiously, but the ever-present thought 
that she hrd killed kept her as she was, 

Stacy Yother had been buried two days when Lee Ann, 
-weshning windows, saw aunt Melissy coming up her walk. 
The old woman was looking at her shrewdly and intently. 
"What's wrong, Lee Ann?" she asked. 
Lee Ann left her work. "Nothin', Aint Melissy," 
she said,’ wiping her hands 6n her apron. "Why?" 
"Lee. Ann Robinson the 's su'thin' a-pesterin' you. 
Su' thin' on wer mind, Tell.int Melissy." | | | 
Suddenly Lee Ann coul: keep it back no longer. She 
had to tell somebody. The eéaltieion tumbled from her 
lips, and Aunt Melissa knew sHe had been right. 
"Lee Ann," she said, when Lee Ann had finished, 
“Zohn come t' me yisterday t' git su'thin' fer ye. de 
ged he wuz worrit about ye. Instid ov givin' him enything, 
I tole 'im I'd come an! see ye myself. I thought I'd find 
ye like this." 
»"Oh, Aint Melissy, " Lée Ann moaned. "I'm a killer! 


\I'1] go to Hell, fer I'ma killer," 


"Lee Ann, what kind of a bullit did Huse use?" 
reg'lur pullit; jist a bullit outen his " 4 
"Lissen, Lee Ann," Aunt Melissy said, "George Yother 
| - wuz bothered «bout sleepin’ when Stacy nad the fever 
a week a-fore she was tuck in the laig. George, an' none 
o! the rect of the fambly, could sleep a-tall. Then George, 
he sed he knowed what the matter wuz. 'They's a witch a~ 


puttin’ a spell on us,' he sez, ‘an' I'm a-goin' to kill 
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it.' Stacy, she begged. him not to do hit, but one day he 
come t' th! hodge with a silver bullit, anc tuck anc 
drewea a pitcher th! witch and right Gere, with Stacy 
-a-lookin' outen th! winder, he shot thet sil ver bullit 
thoo tht witch's left laig." | 

| Lee Ann raised her head, "Ye mean, Aint Melissy —-" |, 
"I means Yother kilt his flesh an' blood 
daugnter, who was a-puttin' a spell on him so's he 
coulcn't sleep end would set up so's she woyl én} t have t! 


be by herself, She wuz almighty afeered, that Stacy, She 


sét a spell ene time too many, But I‘enowed, an' I tole 


ye, that it ‘ud take a silver bullit t' ‘gill,a witch, A 


rex'lar bullit won't do nothin!', You ought “t! a-knowed 


better, Lee Ann." 


f 


Wnen Aunt Melissy had gone, Lee Ann ren into the 


house, and pulling the vine shingle from its hiding 


place, she flung 1F ag the fire. John must never find “ 
it. She watched the yellow ‘flames lick quickly at the 


rich pine. Aunt ifelissy had been right about yitches. 


“A 


Aunt Melissy was old and wise. 


Daphne Harris 
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Annuel meeting Pleasant hill _November 13, 1937 


Annual Meeting i 


The 1937 meeting of the Tennessee Folklore Socicty will 
be held on Saturday, November 13, at Pleasant hill Acedemy, 
Picasent Hill is on the Cumberland Platcau on U. S. Highwey 
70, between. Sparta end Crossville. As heretofore, the mect- 
ing will boc a one-day affair, the program will begin at 
10 a. Me and tho of scssion should conclude by 3:30 
or 4 o'clock. 

: Princival 0. i, Fogle of the Academy is most cordial as 
he discussas pvléns for the mecting with us and the program 
as 1t begins to take form promi ses to be a varied and 
vrofitable one. 
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The materials in tnis issue of tne Bulietin were 
writsen by members of she Maryville College Wrivers! Work- 
shop for tne Workshop. They are, we nope properly, in- 
cluded here because taey contain folk elements drawn from 
tne obeervation of. tiieir austnors, all Teniuesseans, of 
‘beliefs and customs in East Tennessee communities. Perhaps 
‘one of whe most effective media for ine presentation of. 
fcik mazserials is the realis:ic sketcn or story taking its 
Color from localized. spéeéca, custom, and belief. Mrs. 
OF writing ser story a memoer of 
Maryville Educavion Faculwy, is now a resident of Cnicago; 
Mr. Best is in sne T. V. a.. offices in Knoxville; itiss 
Harris, a 19357 srad@ase. is ay in Lervville.... 
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Books Noted | re 


Our Society is pleased to recognize the most important 
achievement in the field of ¥folklore publication by a 
member of our society in the issuance this summer of 


Songs of the 01d Camp Ground by Mr. L. L, McDowell of 
Smithville.s This valuable collection of "white spirituels" 
is the result of careful and extended work by one who has 
not only peculiarly favorable opynortunity for collecting, 


but, what is more importent, a fine sympathetic sence in 
 interoretation. 


| In addition to the valuable commentary and historical | 
text which runs through the collection there are forty-four 
songs, wores and music recorded, and a number of interest- 
ing illustrations, 


Copies of the dook may be had for one dollar the copy 
by writing sr. McDowell, at Smithville, Tennessee. 

We have just received a copy of the attractive new 
volume pudlished by the Texas Folklof¥e Society called 
Stroicht Texas , edited by J. Frenk Pobie and Mody C, Boat- 
right ( The Steck Company Publishers, Austin, Texas, 1957, 
$2.50). The title of the work is en }inspiration and the 
o+& pages are full of manifold intér@sts: Stories in Texas 
Place Names, Irish Fairies in Texas, Wise Saws from Texas, 
Colloquislisms along the Sabine, and many others make up 
the contents. 


Orne reads it with interest, and one with Tennessee's 
resources of folk materials in mind finds himself saying, 
Why not a similiar volume from the Tennessee Folklore 
Society? It's a thing to hope for. 
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